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What’s in a name? 


My mother is a school teacher. One 
day recently while taking her class, 
she got very cross with a little boy 
who was very naughty. At last she 
called out his name—‘‘Neil”—in a 
loud voice. To her amazement all 
the children got up and knelt on the 
floor! 
Irene Molyneux, 
Liverpool 24. 
What a lovely story. Anybody else got 
any stories that they think would amuse 
readers? 


DAVID Mc CALLUMSKI 

I think LADY PENELOPE is 
wonderful. I especially like the feat- 
ure “The Man from U.N.C.L.E.” 
1 learn Russian at school. so here is 
Illya Kuryakin in Russian—Uulo 
Kypuakum (at least, that’s what I 
think it is!) 


Penny Hiscock, 
Hildenborough. 


I just hope that there aren’t any Russian 
experts reading this issue—especially 
since I couldn't quite read the writing! 


MOBY DICK 


I have a pen friend I write to. Her 
name is Jane Bedward. I found a 
stone on the beach at Clovelly last 
August with her name and address 
on it, and I wrote to her. We have 
been writing ever since. I have a 
goldfish calied Moby Dick. He is 
named after a very big goldfish we 
had. It lived for about thirteen years. 

Lynne Roach, 

Saxmundham. 


PRING is in the air—I can tell because Parker has stopped 

wearing his bobble cap in the house! I am hoping that 
Spring-like feeling will inspire you all to pick up your pens 
and write to me. I really do enjoy reading all about you— 
and your various interests and escapades. lf you would 
like a chance of winning the ten shillings that is awarded to 
every reader whose letter is printed on this page, then don't 
forget to stamp your letter with your LADY PENELOPE 
signet ring, and list your six favourite features or stories 
in order of preference at the same time. 


RADAADAADDAADAAS 


TIN TIN NY 


& 


RECEEELEECELE 


Please could we have a nice picture 

of Tin Tin? She often seems to 

be left in the background in 

‘Thunderbirds.’ I think she is 
very beautiful. 

Alison Green, 

Canterbury. 


Tin Tin is the daughter of Jeff Tracy's 
faithful manservant, Kyrano. Malay- 
sian by birth, Tin Tin often assists the 
Tracys in their rescue operations. Her 

i sts are water-skiing, sewim- 
ming, designing her own clothes—and 
Alan Tracy! 


LITTLE DARLINGS! 


ee ~ 


In the summer I go to stay with my 
cousin and we play tricks on her 
brother such as putting stones and 
scrubbing brushes in his bed. We 
play tricks on my aunt and uncle 
such as putting peas in Uncle’s 
coffee and a toothbrush in Auntie’s 
slipper. 

Frances Leeson, 
Market Harborough. 
What charming children you seem to be. 
I really hope that no one ever takes 
revenge on YOU—er you'll both be in 


for a very messy time! 


os* 


NICE AND NASTY 
Snowdrops and roses, 

And little fawns’ noses, 
Exciting books 

And pretty looks 

And lovely violet posies. 


2E644EE2 


BEGE 


All these things and many more, 
Including walks along the shore, 
Are all the things that | adore. 


Big black beetles, 

Nasty bossy peoples, 

Stuffy cars, 

And prison bars 

And churches without steeples. 

All these things and many more, 

Including morbid talks of war, 

Are all the things that | deplore. 
Helen Parkinson, 

Liverpool. 


BOOMERANG 
My hobby is boomerang throwing. 
My brother and I had a boomerang 
each for Christmas, and we practise 
very hard every night. If boomer- 
angs hit you they can hurt very 
badly. I hope to achieve proper 

boomerang throwing. 
Elizabeth Gleaves, 
Stoke-on-Trent. 


For the sake of everyone who lives near 
you, I hope you achieve proper boomerang 
throwing, too. 


OCH-LA-LA! 

A while ago, I heard that my school 
was to do a play speaking in French. 
Luckily I was chosen for the lead 
part. Then I heard that it was to go 
on E.T.V. which is the new closed 
circuit television for schools in 
Glasgow. Some of my chums and I 
had a month rehearsing and we were 
- ready to go 
to the studios 
in Bath 
Street. We 
had some 
more rehear- 
sing and then 
we were fil- 
med. I en- 

joyed myself immensely. 
Sylvia Barclay, 
Glasgow. 


ON DIETING 

My age is nine 

And | feel fine. 

| sometimes fight, 

After a hard day’s night. 

I'm very fat, 

And that is that. 

I have tried a diet, 

But what a riot. 

My mother screams 

When | eat ice creams. 

| always get second helpings first, 

And everybody says I'll burst. 
Nicola Goddard, 

Harrogate. 


A WINNER 

I am writing this letter to try and 
get it printed in LADY PENELOPE 
so that I win ten shillings. If I am 
unlucky I will have to do the washing 
up for twenty weeks until I have 


earned it. 
Sharon White, 
London, E.12. 


Well, you've fust won ten shillings! 


WRITE TO: LADY PENELOPE, 167 Fleet Street, London 
E.C.4. (Comp.) If you would like a postal reply remember 
to enclose a stamped self-addressed envelope. 
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PARKER ‘ 


CLUMSY .. ae . AND SAFE AS HOUSES! 
iS 4 KNOWN AS PUEERING ie It took me ‘arf the night to | 
3 wet Nom 2 (fee ee Paap ie se [ cl to sleep after oat - 
BSCE SMO CAN Give : 


/ aaa 


a. 


\ N\\ 


{ CERTAINLY, YOUR 
LOROSHIPZ 


NOSEY! NOSEY MERE YOLI WASN'T THINKING 
PARKER! WHAT ARE OF PILFERING ANYTHING 
YOU DOING ‘ERE? IN 'ER LABYSHIE'S 'OUSE 
WAS YOL, PILFERS 


fy VERY DECE : 
A! GESTURE, PILFERSN 


AND THEN, (= YOUD JUST 


(ERE'S ANOTHER 
A\ LITTLE LOT WHEN 
YOU'VE FINISHED. 
THAT... 
oe" 
LUKE TO WHITEWASH THE 
LARDER, STOKE AND TELL'EM TO 
a : 


FETCH ME. (tL BE pe——f NOSEY— YOURE 
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WE WISH TO THANK THE UNITED NETWORK COMMAND FOR LAW AND ENFORCEMENT 


THRUSH submarine, sailing from it s office at the Thrush base, which is due to 

underground headquarters in Majorca, explode. Anxiously, Napoleon and January 
is heading out to sea to sink a gold carrying wait for him while he tries to free himself 
British destroyer. Illya is still trapped in an by burning out the lock... 


<= 


4 FIFTY FEET DOWN, 
SO TAKE A O€EP 
BREATHS 


2} = 
© 1965 METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER 


WITHOUT WHOSE ASSISTANCE THIS FEATURE WOULD NOT BE POSSIBLE 


] g WITH LUNGS BURSTING,THEY [gai 
: ~ : BREAK SURFACE IN OPEN SEA. agile 


aa —agy 

SWIM! TH! \ 
EXPLOSIVES WILL 
BLOW IN THIRTY 


DON'T WORRY ABOUT ™ 
WY THAT, LLYA-I LEFT My 
GLASSES ABOARD AND 


IN FIFTEEN SECONDS / 
——_——— =e 


I BELIEVE, 
MR. SOLO! 


Ti 


“ert : , — 
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WEEK: “What do you know of Professor Hauffman, Napoleon?” 


HELLO, AGAIN—this is Lady 


Penelope speaking to yo 

from the vaults beneath my 
mansion. | am in the strong 
room, where | keep all my 
Top Secret files—dossiers of 


all the cases in which | have 
been involved. 

! have just picked out file 
number 8228, and I'd like to 
tell you the whole, unbeliev- 
able story, as related to me 
by Cathy Thomson, who 
was able to help me out on a 
particularly tricky assigment. 
Cathy's story will make you 
smile, but | know it will hold 
you spellbound, too—as it 
did me. 


did 
that 


O 


Say? 


OME on. Cathy! You promised 
to take Sausage out for Mrs. 
Beswick at three thirty. and 
it’s twenty past already! What are 
vou doing up in the attic. anyway?” 

“All right. mum! Won't be a sec!” 
Cathy Thomson wrinkled her brow 
and tugged hard at the broad silver 
ring made of twisted wire, but it 
wouldn't come off her little finger. 
“Oh, bother!” she said at last, and 
slosed the lid of the ancient. battered 
sea chest with its treasure trove of 
souvenirs and bric-a-brac. 

“Have you been play-acting with 
that old rubbish of Creat Grand- 
father’s again?” asked her mother . . . 
but there was a twinkle in her eye. 

“[ have. And [ found this.” Cathy 
held up her finger. “It was jolly ea: 
to get on, but it won't come off! 

“You're stuck with it.” said Mum, 
after a go first with soap, and then 
olive oil. “Goodness knews where in 
the wide world Great Grandpa picked 
that up... it’s a curious looking 
thing...” 

“We'll have another bash at it 
later,” called Cathy. as she pulled on 
her coat and ran out through the 
storm-porch and slammed the front 


door. 


HE air was fresh and windy, but 
the moors were purple and green. 
beckoning and begging to be explored. 
and Mrs, Beswick’s house, the old 
vicarage, glowed and shone on the 
skyline, its stones and chimneys fired 
by the afternoon sun. 

And Mrs. Beswick was there at the 
gate, giving Cathy her usual cheery 
wave. She shouted something—just a 
greeting, but snatched and carried. 
and lost for ever on the wind . , . and 
Cathy just called “hello” in reply. 
Then Mrs. Beswick opened the gate. 
and the dachshund Sausage bowled 
out in a paddle of legs. His mistress 
watched as tne young girl turned and 
began to trot after him. until the 
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pair of them were just specks on the 
picturebook of the lonely moor .. . 


“TAM absolutely exhausted, 
Sausage,” puffed Cathy, and 
promptly sat down on a tussock of 
grass. “Where you keep all the 
energy to dash about on those little 
legs of yours, I'l never know.” The 
dachshund skidded to a halt a dozen 
yards away, and looked round, tongue 
lolling, “You can run around in 
circles for a while, instead of in 
straight lines. I’m taking a rest,” 
Cathy added, wagging a meaningful 
finger, and trying to sound stern. 

She rolled off the tussock and lay 
on her back, and the deep heather 
kept the wind from her, and let the 
sun strike warmly down. Sounds 


lulled her . . . the droning of some 
unseen insect, lazy and summer- 
mellow ... 


And then the voice. Gruff, with a 
hint of complaint. So close that her 
eyes opened startlingly wide, yet she 
dared not move a muscle! 

“The indignity of it all is absolutely 
appalling,” it said. < 

Cathy untroze as the surprise 
ebbed away, and slowly, very slowly, 
she turned her head. Incredibly, 
there was nobody there! 

Cathy jumped to her feet and stared 
about her in every direction. Nothing. 
Only Sausage. lying flat with his chin 
on his paws, watching her intently. 

“How very odd,” thought Cathy. 
“T must have dozed off. [ could have 
sworn someone spoke!” 

She lav down again, but she was 
hardly comfortable before it happened 
again! 

*Ahem! | did begin a conversation, 
you know...” 

This time, Cathy was on her feet 
in a flash, but still the landscape was 
empty. 

And then Sausage picked himself 
lazily up, and trotted to her feet, his 
head raised so that his eyes looked 
straight up and into hers. “In my 
experience,” he said, “humans have 
always appeared to be extremely 
good talkers. They tend to do it all 
the time. Perhaps there’s something 
wrong .. . you have a sore throat, 
maybe, or you’ve lost your voice?” 


ATHY sat down hard. Her mouth 
was wide open, but no sound 
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came. She pinched herself, shook her 
head... 

“J merely wished to say,” con- 
tinued Sausage, “that a dog of my 
pedigree finds life very hard going, 
when burdened with a nonsensical 
name like...” 

“Sausage!” exploded Cathy! “But 
cae bUt on. bat...” 

The dog shook his head, angrily. 
“Please!” he shouted. “Don’t mention 
that name! Call me Fritz, call me 
Franz ... call me anything! But don’t 
call me Sausage!” 

“T—I’m sorry,” mumbled Cathy 

. and then realised what she was 
saying. “This is absurd! Dogs can’t 
talk! I’m dreaming . . . [ must be!” 
She looked round desperately, as if 
asking the trees and the bushes to 
back her up. It was the voice— 
Sausage’s voice—that stopped her 
taking off at a headlong, aimless rush 
across the moor. 

“Please sit down again,” he said. 
“T shall try to explain.” 


IKE a mechanical figure, she 
obeyed, and the dog settled him- 
self comfortably in front of her. 
“Dogs can talk,” said Sausage. 
“They always have, and they always 
will. You don’t think we bark, and 
snuffle, and whimper just for fun, do 
you? Yes—we talk, but usually, our 
conversations are dog-to-dog. Now, 
something told me today—some part 
of my intelligence that’s far too 
complex to try and explain to a mere 
human—that I might he able to get 
through to you. And I was right!” 
Sausage positively beamed. He 
actually looked smug. 


“You—you mean that to anyone 
else, you're making sort of barking 
and growling sounds?” asked Cathy 

. and her voice was whisper-low. 

“Precisely. You—and don’t ask 
me why. because I can’t tell—seem to 
have a special understanding. You 
are translating.” Sa’ put out a 
paw and tapped Cathy’s foot. He 
had seen her hand Hy to her mouth as 
something crossed her mind. 

“Oh, don’t worry,” he snapped. 
“You're speaking plain E your- 
self. You aren’t clever enough to 
bark! No—we can converse. becau 
dogs are clever enough to pa 
scholarships in human language . 
when we can sift out all the iddy- 
biddy diddums nonsense that so 
many of you like to try us with!” 

“II think.” said Cathy. “that I 
feel just a little shaky. and we'd 
better go home.” 


RS. BESWICK was at her front 
gate to meet them as Cathy 
brought Sa home. Mrs. Beswick 
gave Cathy a bag of cakes as usual. 
and opened the gate to let the 
dachshund in. He turned his head 
briefly. and said: “Thank you for 
your company. Cathy. See you soon.” 
Cathy bit her lip and looked 
quickly at Mrs. Beswick. but obviously. 
all that the dachshund’s mistress had 
heard was a bark. “There. there, 
Sausage-wausage.”” she cooed. “Were 
you saying thank you to the nice 
young lady?” 
Sausage barked again, and Cathy 
blushed, because what he said wasn't 
really very polite... 


CATHY didn’t go straight home. 
She was earlier than usual, so 
she went down to the village first. 
She didn’t go down to do any shop- 
ping, nor even in the hope of seeing 
any of her friends. She went down 
with the express purpose of passing 
Mr. Winterton’s front garden gate. 

“There he is! I knew he’d be 
there!” Cathy said the words to her- 
self, and gulped. She realised she was 
nervous. As always, Mr. Winterton’s 
Airedale, Roger, was lying with his 


nose half way through the slats at the 
bottom of the gate, sunning himself. 
and watching for anyone 10 jiass. 
Cathy saw his tail begin to way as he 
spotted her. 

She looked round. There was no- 
body about. Very cautiously. she 


cleared her throat. and smiled down 
al Roger as she drew level. “G-good 
afternoon, Roger.” she said... and 


closed her eyes. 

Sure enough—~Good 
Cathy.” said Roger. “Give us a 
stroke, do. Us old fellers like the 
simple pleasures.” 


aflernoon, 


|" wasn't long after tea that Cathy's 
mother chose to remark on her 
daughter’s very unusual quietnes 

“Is there anything wrong. deg 
she asked. 

Cathy thought very 
indeed before she replied. and when 
she did, she did everything possible 
to make her voice the most serious il 
had ever been. 

“Listen, Mum. What would you 
if I told you that I can talk to 


very deeply 


say 
dog 

Her mother laughed. “I'd say you 
were telling fairy stories, or cooking 
up one of your weird and wonderful 


practical jokes. So no nonsense. and 
help me wash up. That'll keep you 
out of mischief.” 

Cathy sighed, and pushed away her 
plate. Her mother was right. [t was 
incredible. More than that, it was 
impossible. 

Yet Cathy knew that it was true... 


TO BE CONTINUED 


EXCLUSIVE OFFER TO ALL LADY PENELOPE READERS! 


Tis beautiful 22 carat gold plated i Nl 


pendant with its delicate gilt 
chain has been specially designed for 
readers of LADY PENELOPE. In the 
shape of Lady Penelope's family crest 
it bears her motto ‘‘Elegance, Charm 
and Deadly Danger." ; 


The pendant not only looks like a 
delicate piece of jewellery but it can 


s 
also be used for checking up on what e with 
people, possibly enemy agents, are 

doing behind you! Flick open the 

pendant and look into the mirror 

cleverly concealed inside. Of course, e 


you can also use the mirror for 

checking your appearance! The pendant and chain costs only four shillings, SECRET 
Lady Penelope feels that this postage and packing inclusive. To obtain one, 

pendant is much nicer for FAB Club fill in the coupon below and post it with a 4 

Agents than just a clip-on badge. shilling postal order, made payable to “Lady AGENT 


Wear yours whenever you have the Penelope Pendant,” to: LADY PENELOPE, 
opportunity, so that other FAB Agents Pendant Offer, 167 Fleet Street, London E.C.4. 


can recognise you instantly! (Comp.). 
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ERE they are — the results of the 
“Curtains” competition in the first issue 
of LADY PENELOPE, dated week ending 

January 22, 

The correct order of selection for the 
curtains shown was B, C, D, A. Of the many 
entries which gave this selection, ten entries 
were chosen as winners for their originality 
in completing the sentence, with age and 
neatness also taken into consideration. 

So now, a super Paula Lee dress and 
jacket outfit (pictured again here) is on its 
way to EACH of the following ten readers: 


Amanda Bezencon, Littiehampton. 
Angela Kirby, Derby. 

Elizabeth Ball, Shepperton. 
Debbie Mayers, Looe. 

Marilyn Brownhill, Bath. 

Jill Fielding, Oldham. 

Sally Eley, Derby. 

Christine Bland, Middlesborough. 
Jacqueline Thomas, Liverpool. 
Helen Archer, Derby. 
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(TS HICK STOAT - 
GRANNY'S OLD 

CHILDHOOD | 

SWEETHEART Lf i 


(tL BE DADBURNED! TENNESSEE, AND 
AHVE MADE A 


A-COLRTIN AFTER | MILLION WITH MY 
ALL THESE YEARS 2 Pon ccc 5 


G 
DON'T SAY HE'S COME bs 


BUT IT'S AN LINHAPPY HICK THAT MEETS THE 


WHAT HAPPENED 1 _ 
ae 


iti { BOGGONE 17, HEK...LAST F 
WAY, BOGGIES! I TIME I SAW YOu ,WE WAS AND SEST LOOK \ 
AS POOR AS A COONPLIP AT Mi OLB MOLINTIN’ 
MMA GOPHER HO, | SWEETHEART, STILL || 


"€ 


VEEGIREE, EDS 

f NOW vou OWN © : 
Be HALF THE O/LIN y > 

We SWEET- 

‘ AS 

i 


‘KIT RICH! 


sar 


GET A LOAD 
OF THAT CAR, 
GRANNY SARE WE 
EXPECTING ANY 


A STARTLING 
FIGURE STEPS 
FROM THE . 
GLEAMING CAR! 


7 a PRETTIERN A HOGS 
‘ SMILE AT FEEDIN' 
ride? 7 
; 
FORA REAL 
SWELL FEED-LIP 
MY 


we 
SHACK TOMGHT 1 


KL i 
SURE 13 KIND, 


Pz [TWo HOURS 


ELLY MAY,GET BACK ~\ 
! HOME ,AND FETCH ASAGK LATER, HICK 
O'SOWS! EARS. GONNA \\ ‘Has HAD 
FIK LIS ALL A STEW. a8) ENOUGH... |b 
7 ) : 
/ ( \) ( 


/ 
SG 


THE RESTOF THE 


YOU MEAN GET WED, AN'GO 
BACK TO THE HILL COLINTRYP 
SHUCKS,HICK...VOLILL HAVE J} 
7A GIVE ME TIME TA THINK 


py THAT OVER / 


CLAMPETTS LISTEN 
ALAR: 


DOGGIESHFE 
GRANNY MARRIES 


<< YOURE \ 4 
RIGHT, JETHRO )f| 


THIS ROMANCE 

AFORE (T GETS, 

STARTED! 
Es 


& 1966 Filmways TV Productions Inc., All Rights Reserved 


LADY PENELOPE March 12, 1966 


/T MuUsT BE AT 
LEAST SIX WEEKS 
SINCE 1 SAW SLISAN 


EXCITED ABOLIT 
WINNING A 
PENELOPE-SO GOOD a 


M. SECRETARIAL 
OF YOU TO COME. I'M “ ' _ DIPLOMA. 
EXTREMELY WORRIED ABOUT SSS : 
SUSAN. HAVE YOLI HEARD ; 
FROM HER RECENTLY 7 


TERRIBLE HAS 
HAPPENED TO 


f A MONTH 
>_> ; | AGO, SLIGAN 
\ |! f WAS OFFERED 
When Lady Penelope | ge Hae | " sie t 2 7 3 ; 

is asked to call : ft : - : , lapis ep ayer 
at Mrs. Amanda Wes 7 - — : z Y weg BB ~ Se d oe ee He 
Cliveden's London pe a! E - — as 
residence, her : } N : : 
ladyship does = : 
not hesitate . . . c 


— A | 
‘ ; | ON HER WAY BACK 70 THE STATELY HOME, 
THEN THAT'S PROBABLY i — AS LADY PENELOPE USES FAB ONE'S TELEPHONE 
HERE SHE IS NOW. HAVE [a'e) ma ~ 
YOU TRIED TO CONTACT — Ee Ce at HAVE — é 
ER; Lae Sane 


TO CONTACT WORLD INFORMATION SERVICE... 
ON THAT? : 
YES... BUT 


: ¥ H'MM... THE ZADAIN ~ 
‘ Y “ge thy ‘i 07 ACADEMY FoR YOUNG 
, , f é OG, LADIES 15 VERY REMOTELY 
(] SITUATED, PARKER... HIGH 
FRALLEIN ZADAIN, yo 7 DOESNT POSSeS OLED TWICE 
4 ; As 
REPLIED THAT SHE'D ana 4 DON'T | A TELEPHONE... Zz > j Spr rl 
prs oivests \ \ : mace ATT TAINS. 
THINGS, MRS. 4 , y at Oat OF EEE, / 
CUVEDEN... |i ~ & : / THE ONLY ACCESS TO 
SO / DON'T = [PIN le THE COLLEGE 1S BY 
THINK | CAN \ | mm 
HELP... BUT ( ] 
TRY NOT TO 
WORRY. 


| GEMEMBER 
JO . 

} eS aS ae, SOMETHING ABOLIT 
AND SWISS POLICE WERE é J Ne Soe yl SOME GIRLS < GOING 
MOST HELPFLIL. THEY SENT : > = | 7 TMA SCHOO. 
SOMEONE... (T'S VERY ag - : ‘ ; Me , 
REPLITABLE... BLIT WHAT'S ; - Y a : ; 

HAPPENED TO SUSAN ?. NN 


GET FLEET STREET'S CROWDED OFFICE BLOCKS 
= AS LADY PENELOPE ADJUSTS | ' ¢ 
WS HER HAIR, SHE IS GIVEN THE 
AT LADY PENELOPE'S MANSION, PARKER'S a : : 
MEMORY |S VERIFIED WHEN THEY MONITOR 


<<] HOUSE A CONFUSION OF ASSORTED 
, THE CAR, 
f een. ORGANISATIONS... 
THE BADGE YOU Vg AS A WOMAN ’ 
\\ - DESCRIBE 15 THE 
i} ~ > i 
AUTOMATIC TAPES OF RECENT TELEVISION ——— fr Z = 
TRANSMISSIONS... ——= 


. - ee 2 7am 8 were ourre~Y 
\ ’ RIGHTS FOR WOMEN me 2 

- 4 \ = ORGANISATION. THEIR 
‘AH, YES, PARKER... ~\ = WHAT THAT ki ° 


PENNY WARD. 
ASSERT MY / WANT TO DEDICATED, YOU 
OFFICES ARE IN ar 
ITWAS A*NEWS ITEM. a Se Se STANDS FOR? 
FREEZE THE PICTURE, 


i, ctam For JE JOIN YOUR KNOW... CAN 1 ASK }) 
° ii ON EQUAL 
\ FLEET STREET, 7 / - FSecoeiek 
rf ¢ \ i ‘" LONDON. i J f f 
: MLL. CHECK { \ } I 
Wit YOLI? LET'S : { i | MTH WLS. 
HAVE A CLOSER LOOK ff tI I ith 
AT, THE BADGES THEY 
IS ARE WEARING. 


PENELOPE IS INTRODUCED | 
B| TO THE MOVEMENT'S LEADER 


HER LADYSHIP IS PREPARED FOR SuCH 


COVERED YOU SEE, / WAS ; ; \ aa a 

| tee TRACKS IN NADVANCE. HELPING HIM TO VX =X ie _/ GOOR...YOLI ARE 
REMEMBER HOW \? WELL, YOU SEEM BA NOW ENROLLED IN 
TO DO HIG JOB... ff 7O BE THE VERY TYPE EQUAL RIGHTS 
/ WAS HIG EQUAL. A WEIRE LOOKING FOR. ‘WE ' FOR WOMEN... 
Bi "\ WiLL YOU FILL IN re > 


THIS FORM, PLEASE 7, 


STRINGENT 
| EXAM, PARKER... 


[|] 1 | PASS THEY 
CONFIDENTIAL 


pf SECRETARY TO 
THE CHIEF 


ZADAIN'S COLLEGE 
SCIENTIST AT 


’ ’ 1 THINK I'LL GOON 
we : 5 KNOW WHAT 

: ; G d ’ HAPPENED TO 
BLACKLAW PLLITONILIMA 3 . E THANK YOU... BUT | WANT , 4 y : \ : 

PLANT. HE FIRED \ ay y _— TO BE AN ACTIVE MEMBER... 

ME WHEN / ASKED i H CAN YOU FIND ME SOME 

FOR THE SAME os SECRETARIAL WORK...7 SO jam 

WAGES HE was é ( \ THAT | CAN HIT BACK AT 
GETTING. Ae 
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LADY PENELOPE INVES 


“LJARLEY STREET, Parker,” | in- 

structed asthe ignition key triggered 
FAB 1 into action. As we glided past 
the austere Georgian houses where 
London’s top physicians and doctors 
have their surgeries, Parker seemed 
concerned. “I ‘ope you're not ill, 
M'lady ?” 

Several large Grecian urns adorned 
the outside of Viscount Bangor's pink 
mews cottage, picturesquely crammed 
behind Harley Street. 

"No, I’m not ill, thank you, Parker. | 
hope to investigate the Viscount's 
daughter. | hear she is an extremely 
talented poet and painter." 

Lalla Ward is nearly fifteen, but looks 
and behaves like a sophisticated 20 
year-old. Her hair hangs romantically 
down her back to her waist. She wears 
pale lipstick, eye liner.and short skirts. 

“I'm sorry about the mess," said 
Lalla, guiding me into an amazing room. 
It was filled with antiques and bric a 
brac, ancient tobacco jars, Victorian 
dolis' heads, old wooden rocking chairs. 
“My parents have an antique shop, and 
we always seem to have some of the 
stuff here.” 

Her parents also have a little cottage 
in France and an estate in Northern 
Ireland. "But it’s always so wet when | 
go, so | haven't been for a long time.” 


WIDE-EYED OWLS 


In one corner of the room, Lalla’s 
paintings littered the floor, some framed, 
some not. "The frames were for Christ- 
mas. Mummy designed them and Daddy 
made them, a sort of communal gift!" 

The paintings are gay and colourful, 
and very stylish, little girls holding cats, 
little boys holding dogs, wide-eyed owls, 
lions, gypsies, 

“Ll only started painting seriously last 
November, though I’ve always been 
interested in it.” Lalla (she doesn't 
know what her name means) has been 
writing poems and stories since she 
was very young. “It's a funny thing. | 
never showed what I'd written to anyone 
for ages. Now I don't mind about the 
poems, but I'm still a bit coy about the 
stories." She shook her hair behind 
her. "I suppose it's because so many 
people can write better than | can.” 

Art is more important to her now. 
Soon she is to decorate the interior of 


TIGATES 


a new children’s shop in London's 
West End. “I realise that my paintings 
are very limited, and that's why | want 
to go to art school so that | can develope 
as an artist," she laughed. "I sound 
terribly serious, don't |?" 


HORRIBLE LESSONS 


Lalla left school recently. She dis- 
liked it, and felt she was wasting her 
time there. “School was such an 
embarrassment. Awful grey uniform, 
horrible lessons that | couldn't do, and 
would never be able to do.” Now she 
takes tutorials in the subjects she feels 
she can pass her exams in—English, 
French, History and of course, Art. 

It will mean working hard on her own, 
but this doesn't seem to bother her. 
“Anything is better than school.” She 
has the usual grudges about her school, 
the petty rules, and the vast amounts of 
homework. "I had only one or two real 
friends there who liked the same things 
that | do, and it was sad leaving them 
of course.” 

Interviewed by Vogue and praised by 
a national daily newspaper, Lalla is un- 
impressed by recent publicity. “It's only 
because I'm so young that people are 
interested. If | were older, nobody 
would want to know." 

| asked Lalla whether she found 
people wanted to know her simply 
because she was a Viscount's daughter. 
“Oh, no! Only snobs, and we don't 
have anything to do with snobs in our 
family—Daddy is really very un- 
Viscounty. | did have an American pen- 
friend once who found out and asked 
me to ask the Queen to write to her!" 

A lot of American antique enthusiasts 
visit her parents' shop. Vincent Price, 
the American horror film actor, is a 
friend of hers. ‘He's ever so charming 
and when | go to see one of his films | 
just can't be frightened!” Lalla's 
ambition is to go to America, just to see 
what it's really like. "They seem to have 
such a funny idea about England, as 
though we spend all our time morris 
dancing on the village green, and 
shouting ‘‘Gadzooks" across the cricket 
pitch!" 

Lalla is an unaffected girl. She has 
poise, charm and talent. She knows 
exactly what she wants out of life, and 
whatever Lalla wants, I’m sure, Lalla 
will get. 
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ON SALE IN THE 
SHOPS... NOW! 


Lovely Lady Penelope tea set in 
‘Penelope pink’. This is a REAL 29 piece 

tea set which includes an authentic 
Georgian tea pot, sugar bowl and milk jug, 
each with its own Lady Penelope monogram. 
Beautifully laid-out in a colourful 
window-display box. 


—\\ {AGTUAL SIZE 
y 17'wide by 11'deep 
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FOUR PIONEERS SET OUT TO EXPLORE THE UNKNOWN...AND ARE NOW LOST IN SPACE! 


The Robinsons, fost in space 
whilst manning Earth's first 
space station, find a capsule 
containing the twin daughters of 
Fella, Ruler of the planet 
Fettnam. Returning them home, 
Craig, Tim and the twin girls 
Feda and Tosta, are attacked by 
Cettnam, a neighbouring planet 
at war with Fettnam. Craig 
immediately radios the 
station... 


DAB AND Ti \ 
TS HAPPENING | 
THEM NOW? / 


ee eed 
STEADY ON, TAM. x 
WE MUST KEE! 
| ARST WELL 


THESE PLANETS 


« x \ GET INTO ORBIT AROLIND | 
A \ Se HaGis PLANETS <7 


ite 
THE SCREEN | 
ee - HARD TO SHAKE 
OH, MLM... POOR’ OFF HIS ATTACKERS... 


PP CALM. 


ey ANO 


\ wevee not" 
RESPONDING. 


THE HELPLESS SPACEMOBILE 
IS DRAWN DOWN TO THE 


THE CET; TMAMIANG 
HAVE LIS i! A 
MAGNETIC RAY, 
CRAIG.IT /BLSELESS 

TRY TOESCAPE, 


MORE BEAL/TIFLIL 


‘SUDDENLY THE ROAD] 
\. THAN WE HAVE 


DESCENDS INTOA 
TUNNE! 


A 


ae IM AND THE TWINS ARE ORDERED 
OA TRANSPORTER, WHICH IS SOON 
l EDING ALONG A MAGNIFICENT ROAD... 


} 
CAPITAL ./T 18 EVEN | 


SURFACE OF CETTNAM... 


\ BEEN TOLD. 
ee 
HOW TERRIBLE® 
7 7O THING OL/ 
FATHER MEANS, 
0 OESTROY IT!) 
eee eee 


Ze cues THE TRANSPORTER 
,_ WOW THIS ™ STOPS IN A VAST 
( THING 1S SURE } LUNDERGROLND HALL... 
\ MOVING 
fet it} 


(7 MUST BE 

(DOING CLOGE ON 

TWO HUNDRED MILES | 
Au TN HOUR, 7M, TELL ME, fs 
THING... 1 YOUR S 
FATHER HAS eee 
THIS CITY, WH 
THERE NO 5 DAMAGE 2, 


THERE /S 
A DEFENCE RAY 
WHICH COVERS 
THE WHOLE OF 
TOGALL WITHA 
SHIELD. 
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| ARMED GUARDS LISHER THEIR PRISONERS | 
FROM THE SPACEMOBILE ... 


WHERE DO (wey 
YOU THINK WERE RS | 


BEING TAKEN, “e 
EDA? / 


Y P PROBABLY TO\' 
SEE TOGAN... 
RULER OF 


MARCHED THROLIGH 
A COMPLEX OF 

PASGAGES ,THE ~ 
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DESTINATION C8&VIOWV/Esly 
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4 \ SAE... 
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THE PRIBONERS, 
MGHNESS.. 
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This week” 
FAB CLUB 


ee 
Club this 
Hh RE’S so mu et starte ho have sent Mm 
Te | but before agents WINK em as soon aS 
ay all the Fast to answer aetay 
Fetters oe ope You ee one to WOM oT aino 
ossibles but | hor lub has gonial off, bam efor 
i You'll notice ye das Ea ate ecorating ons all 
” thi ideas rt sa 
298 neon some great inevelti s, So igs neatly, 5 
foster making halls (crac tie corate them ! 
our emp’ anit tell you HO ts for yous 
possibl ®) yaorts of 39 face oreek'S 
week O earthi gall nt away with | 
rye been ti cyacki "Agents" Bureau! 
so let's oe ine Fede G (4), 


Write to: 
FAB CLUB, 
c/o Lady 


Penelope, 
167 Fleet St., 
‘as London, 
f E.C.4 (Comp.) 
Karen Bond, 


Wendy Taylor, 
‘Oxford. 


Doncaster. 


Heather Lieya’ 
Bagille, 


Carol Hedge, 
Liandeito. 


EGG-ON-POTATO CAKES 


Add an egg to about 1 Ib. of cold 
mashed potatoes, season well, and 
mix. Then add (according to your 
own choice) cooked peas, chopped 
beans or carrots (cooked) or grated 
cheese. Mould into patties, dip in 
beaten egg, and roll in breadcrumbs. 
Fry gently in shallow fat on both 
sides and serve with fried, poached 
or scrambled eggs. 


HUBBLE-BUBBLE 


Fry diced cooked 
potato, and any 
vegetables you have 
handy, in butter. 
Pour in four lightly 
beaten eggs. 
Sprinkle with grated 
cheese. Cock very 
slowly, with a lid or 
plate over the top, 
until the eggs set. 


EGGS IN A NEST 
Bake three or four 
potatoes in their jackets 
inthe oven. When cooked, 
cut a slice off the top of 
the potatoes, scoop out 
some of the insides, break 
an egg into each and pop 
back into the oven to set. 


YOU CAN’T BEAT AN EGG! 


FAB FOOD DEPT. 


EGG INFO! 
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But I don’t feel Yesterdays! ESgaming 


* For every one and a half people 
living in Britain at present, there are 
three hens! Hens outnumber us... 
hope they don’t take over the 
government! 


EGG 
INFO! 


* 
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were supposed fo write their 
spells in empty egg shells and fly around 


in them, so people always tried to destroy 
empty shells. 
Of course, this studious-look- 


ing dog usually only reads 
the Financial Times! But 
when you're a film actor, 
you naturally want to have 
a look at what all the news- 
paper critics have to. say 
about your performance, 
Which is why Hamlet, 
Hayley Miils’ dog, put on 
his specs to read the papers 
the other week after the 
premier of “Sky West And 
Crooked.” 

Hayley stars in the film, her 
mum wrote the script, her 
dad directed it—and Hamlet 
had a leading role, too! 


us 
or 


ys 


Valarie Gratton, 


Angela Hall, 
Alfreton, 


Maidstone, 


Wendy Bray, 
Bowsey, 


Annette Turner 
Wednesbury. 


eggs tor beauty 


ipes are a natural beauty treatment, because-they are very 
nourishing, and help to keep you healthy. And if you're 
healthy, that’s a big step towards being heautiful! Healthy giris 
sparkle with energy, and feel much more like smiling than dull,- 
pasty-faced, dreary girls! So eat plenty of eggs. 

But eggs also help to keep your hair shining with health. If 
your hair tends to be out of condition, use an egg shampoo 
regularly, such as Richard Hudnut Shampoo with Egg. 

You can even try shampooing your hair with a fresh egg from 
time to time. Break an egg into a-cup, whisk it well, and on 
shampoo night, when you’re on your second lathering, massage 
the egg well into your scalp. Don’t forget to rinse carefully 
afterwards, 


it was 


as well as | did.” 


By Anonymous reader 
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PARKER'S PANTRY COMPETITION 


BREAK INTO PARKER’S PANTRY 


— and enter this week’s competition! 


We shouldn't really mention it... but probably everyone knows by 
now about Parker's Past. He used to be a burglar before he met Lady 
Penelope. He’s reformed now, but even so, he still looks back now and 
then on his burglar days. 


He's pictured above in the butler's pantry at Lady Penelope's mansion. 
If you look closely you'll see that in order to make himself feel ‘tat home" 
he has added a few personal “‘burglar" touches. 


HOW TO WIN 


There are 10 definite items in the pantry pictured above which Parker associates 
with his past life as a burglar. List them briefly on the entry coupon below, print 
your full name, address and age and complete the sentence “Parker now says 
crime does not pay because..." in not more than 10 words. State also the size 
and colour of the Tick-A-Tee dress you would like if you are one of the winners 
in this week's competition. See opposite page for sizes and colours available. 


RULES 


All entries will be examined and the ten 
which in the opinion of the judges correctly 
point out the 10 burgla in the picture, 
and have the most original completion of 
i The senders of 
ive a Tiel Tee 
also be taken into 


Entries which do so are liable lo disqualifica- 
tion. 

The competition is open to all readers in 
the U.K, other than relatives or agents of 
A. P. Films (Merchandising) Lid. City 
Magazines Ltd. or LADY PENELOPE. 

Winners’ names will be printed in LADY 


entries will each re 
s. Age and neatness wil 


dre: 


consideration, and the Editor's decision is 
final and legally binding. 

Entry is free. No correspondence can be 
entered into concerning the competition. Do 
not enclose any other correspondence, queries, 
or photographs other than your entry coupon. 


The 10 items in the picture 
associated with Parker's 
Past are: 


if | win | would like a 
A-Tee dress in size 


Tick- 


PENELOPE as soon as possible. Winners will 
be nolified by post. 
POST TO: “Parker's Pantry Competition”, 
317 High Holborn, London W.C.99. 
CLOSING DATE: Tuesday, March 15th. 


.. Gimit 10 words) 


High Holborn, London W.C.99. 


ADDRESS..}..........-..0.5. 


THERE’S ALWAYS MAGIC IN THE AIR WHEN THE ENCHANTING SAMANTHA IS AROUND! 


Nee se. 


IT'S A SHAME YOUVE 
GOT TO GO TO THE OFFICE, 
HONEY...BUT ?LL HAVE MMMS 

INDG GREAT. 
'BYE , SA. 


GUESS SHE STEPPED OUT TO 
BUY MY BIRTHDAY CAKE —/ 


SOMETHING... 
YOUR BIRTHDAY 
OT! 


BUT IT IS TOO LATE! 
A SPLIT- SECOND 
LATER... 
— 


YOU’ 
US 70 THE EIFFEL 
TOWERS 


OH, DEAR... WHY 
CAN'T 1 GET MY LANDINGS 
RIGHT? THIS 1S PARIS, 

NOT LONDON! 


Se” tote 
: 3 E. 
BEAOTIEUL WATCH! JUST LIRE A GOOD 
BUT WHERE DID” LITTLE MORTAL! 
YOuU— P 


SAM, 1M HOME! / 
MANAGE® TO GET 
AWAY EARLY...OH, 

HELLO, AUNT CLARA. 


SAMANTHA WASNT HERE 
WHEN / DROPPED IN, DARRIN. 
SHE MUST BE OUT SHOPPING. 


ie 


Se 


AUNT CLARA DOESN'T REALISE 
THAT DARRIN IS JOKING... 


WELL, OKAY. ..1 
1 CAN REMEMBER 
THE RIGHT WORDS. 

ISCA WIRRIES 


f Dax) WHAT ABOUT 
WAYN / ROME ? THAT'S THE 
XK ONLY SPELL (CAN 
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Nj 
yy, THAT'S ALL 1 NEED! 


AWIEW OF LONDON FROM 
THE FACE OF BIG BEN! 


ON $-SECOND “ 
THOUGHTS, DARRIN... 
ITHINK YOULL FIND 
MONTE CARLO MUCH 

MORE EXCITING. 


INFIDELS! YOU HAVE INSULTED 
THE GREAT ONE! TAKE THEM 
TO THE PUNISHMENT SQUARE! 


YOU KNOW, DARRIN, 
4 DONT THINK THIS. 
18 MONTE CARLOS 


THAT'S THE WITCHES DISTRESS 
CALL-SIEN! WERE ALL TUNED 
IN TOIT! 1 UUST FOLLOWE® THE 

MAGIC WAVELENGTH — AND 

HERE WE ARE! 


EVEN TEIT WAS AN 
ACCIDENT! BUT AS FOR 
YOUR PRESENT, DARRIN=L. 
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AUNT CLARA- 


DINNER" JUMP ABOARD 
READY, Pe el THE CARPET! 
TIME TO GO 


THANK GOODNESS / 
OID SOMETHING RICHT~ 


THAT'S STRANGE, 
LCAMT REMEMBER 
SEEING ALL THESE 


NOPE! WERE 
STILL HEREL THAT 
CANT BE RIGHT! 


OF THE RIGHT - 
WOklES/ ID/ 


FOLLIE GLOINK/ ‘ 


BY THE BEARD 


(AUNT CLARA TOLD ME! 
(D1 FOLLIG GLOINX/ 
PHEEW! THERE'S 


NO PLACE 41KE HOME! VE 
BUT, SAM, HOW O/D 
YOU KNOW WHERE 
WE WERE? 


2-DONT WORRY ABOUT 
17, AUNT CLARA! YOU'VE 
GIVEN ME A BIRTHDAY 

ILL NEVER FORGET! 
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RL OF THE 


Chased by Titan’s Aquaphibians, Marina, 
Aphony and Barinth are forced into a series 
of caverns which lead to the domain of the 
Volcans, who live near the centre of the 
earth. The Emperor Volcan is displeased ... 


RF: J Za 
WARRANTED — You, a PT RECALL YOUR 
ULL CALL DIE! # ; LEGENDS, VOLCANS... 
Le } YOU WERE A PEACEFUL 

RACE. WHAT HAS 
HAPPENED TO MAKE 
YOU SO AGGRESSIVE ©, 


HAS ALWAYS 3 i IN 
MA ADVOCATE PEACE. (48 THESE SCOECHING 
+: CAVERNS. 
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